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going first into the inn, and, to his companion's delight, was
shown into the tap-room! from which, however, the retired
captain of dragoons discharged such a characteristically mili-
tary volley of denunciation as speedily brought both landlord
and landlady with profuse apologies and a loud command of
" wax-lights for the gentlemen." Among these incidents of
travel one curious coincidence made an impression upon
Murchison's Highland susceptibilities. His mother, as we
have seen, was a Mackenzie of Fairburn, born in the ances-

Becl Sandstone Mountains on the West Coast of Sutherland.

tral Tower. There had been a tradition in the district to
the effect that the lands should pass out of the hands of the
Mackenzies, and that " the sow should litter in the lady's
chamber." The old tower had now become a ruin, and the
two travellers turned aside to see it. " The Professor and
I," says Hutchison, " were groping our way up the broken
stone stair-case, when we were almost knocked over by a
rush of two or three pigs that had been nestling up-stairs
in the very room in which my mother was born."aid, by
